The Porteress, or Lay Sister

ties are the individual flowers. There are extraordinary parallels,
coincidences that must be the work of the devil's advocate, so
deliberate is their malice. It is all for the eyes, no worse than that.
It is the truth of appearances; but a theatre value and half-fiction,
for it is designed to please. These are pleasure gardens. The music
is inconsequent. We want to see what we can remember as venal
or profane. We must recall that many painters and poets have
died in this company, in their own times. Poverty, or perhaps
nostalgia, kept them here. They lived in the present, in to-day and
yesterday, never nearer to to-morrow. So that world has its
hierarchy, but the moments go so quickly that you can mention
a name and all has been forgotten. Nothing in this place is static.
It is all moving. It may, in fact, be little more than movement.
This is the living moment. It need not be the present, so long as
it gives the illusion that it lives before our eyes. Like the emotions
they seem to fade and die. But their total is something fond and
vital, or they would not have this force. Their strength is upon
the heart and for the eyes.

It can begin with a hand in a glove of net, holding a cigarette.
This is the porteress, or lay sister, sitting at the door. The silken
meshes of that black net glove betray the hand within them as a
thing of enticement or of provocation. By no other means can
the hand be given this character. Here it becomes sensual or
animal. In an age when no one is really wicked this effect is, of
course, increased by the innocence of the wearer. These are the
weeds or mask of depravity, where nothing of the sort is true.
And so it becomes a pretence. But there is, ever, the possibility
lurking under the net.

Night and day allow of no interval, no pause. The profane
world will open for us its inexhaustible emotions. Because these
are pagan, and not of the spirit, their potency is of a different
nature. It is not everyone who can separate these two worlds.
For in order to enter into either of them, the soul has to be
purged of all that belongs to its sister creation. It is not possible
to belong to both hemispheres with a split or divided soul. The
heart and the body have to be entire. Those who attempt this
division have often killed that which is immortal in them. It can
only be achieved by the growth of a separate nature which can.
rigorously divide the Sacred and Profane. The one existence
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